The Tragedie 

W.'ulc! tempt vnto adofc exploit of death. 

Boy. My Zord, /know a difeontented Gentleman, 
W'.iofe humbl : meanes match not his haughtieminde. 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt hiro-to any thing. 

King, Wnat is bis name ? 

Boy His name my Lord, is Tirrell, 
l(ing, Goecall him hither prefcntly. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more thal! be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde 
And flops he now for breath i 

Enter Darby. 

How now, what newes with you i 

< Dar. M) Lord, /heare the MarquefleDorfet 
/s fled to Richmond, in thofeparts beyond thefeas where 
he abides. 

King, Catesby. C4fi My Zord, 

King, Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is ficke andliketo die, 

/ will take order for herkeeping dole J 
Enquire me out fome means borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolifh,and 1 fearc not him : 

Zooke how thou dreamil : Ifay againe, giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

A bout it, for it (lands me much vpon, 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 
irauft be married fo my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my kingdome ftands on brittle glaflc, 

Murther her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way ofgaine, but I am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 

T eare falling pittie d wels not in this eye. 

Enter Tirret. 

Is thy name Tirrell? 

Tir. fames 7*irrel, and your moft obedient fubieft,’ 
King. Art thou indeed? 
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of Richard the third. 

fir. proue me my gracious foueraigne. 

King. Darftthou refolue to kill a fricndofminc? 

Tir, /my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies^ 

King. Why there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fweete fleepes difturbs. 

Are they that /would haue thee deale vpon : 

Tirrel, /meane thofe baftards in the tower. 

'Tir, Zet me haue open meanes to come to them, 

And foone He rid you from the feare of them. 

King. Thou fingft fweete rouficke. Come hither Tlrrill, 
Go by that token, rife and lend thine care, He wbtjpenin bit 
Tis no more but fo, fay itis done (eare. 

And / will loue thee, and prefere thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Sfhall we heare from thee Tirrell, ere we fleepc ? 
Enter Buckingham. 

Tir. Yefhallmy Lord, 

Buc. My Lord, Ihauc confidered in my mind. 

The late demaund that you did found me in. 

K.ng, Well, let that pa fie, Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buc. /heare that newes my Zord. 

King, Stanly he is your wines fennr, Weljlooke tooit. 

Buc. My Lord,l claimfc" your gift, my due by protnife. 
For w hich your honor and your fath is pawnd. 

The Earledotue of Herfort and tbcmoueables. 

The w hich you protr.ifed 1 fhould pofldfe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if the conuey 
Liters to Richmond you fhall anfwere it. 

Buc. What (ayes your highncflc to my iuft demaund? 

King. As /remember, Henry the fix t 
Did prophefie that Richmond fhould be king, 

When Richmond was a little pecuifh boy, 

A king perhaps, Buc\. My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, /being by, that / fhould kill him. 

Buc(, My Lord, your promife for the Earidomc, 

King. Richmond, when laft / was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curttfic fLewed me the Caftle, 
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